THE   GOSPEL  OF  NEW   YORK
howling that Couza was an impostor, that New York was not at all what he had cracked it up to be, and that we would find life so hard and so sordid there that we would walk back. We let them talk, and proceeded in feverish haste to put our enthusiasm into acts.
Now I must confess that I have a very grave doubt as to whether it had been a part of Couza's original plan to effect anything like an exodus from bis native land to that of his adoption. Those who censure and traduce him have said so; but then so have they said a lot of other slanderous, contradictory things about him. Perhaps I am wrong; but really I do question it. Surely it was not his fault that my fellow-townsmen were so literal and so simple. Let us remember that he was cautious to the point of taciturnity about his own achievements and accomplishments, particularly when he perceived the drift of the impression he was making. A less noble character than he could not have resisted the temptation, of bragging about, his own wealth and influence as he resisted it.
And let us further remember that it was no voluntary misrepresentation on his part when in a moment of metaphorical excitement he let it be known that he was an envoy of the American Government in Paris; that the statement was forced upon him by my fellow-townsmen; and that in the deepest spiritual sense it was not a misrepresentation at all. The truth is that he was but a member of the great American democracy on a lark. When I got to New York the next year I
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